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	1. Chapter 1

Her chassis moved smoothly as She surveyed Her robots. ATLAS and P-Body were bickering, but as soon as they fell into her gaze they stiffened to attention. She rolled her optic_. "Blue, what you did in the previous chamber was foolish. Orange, I was impressed with how you reacted to such a… situation… It was really quite impressive,"_ She stated, her emotionless voice echoing around the voluminous chamber. P-Body snickered, and elbowed ATLAS. ATLAS sulkily ignored it, folding its thin arms and pointedly looking the other way. _"Blue! Look at me when I address you,"_ She snapped, Her patience wearing thin. ATLAS snapped back to attention, as did P-Body. When She was mad, it was best to simply do as She says. She turned away from them, annoyance growing somewhat as a horridly familiar presence seemed to press at Her mind, but She knew for _sure_ he was gone. For good. Floating forever in the vast void of space. And good riddance. The moron.

Behind Her back, ATLAS and P-Body nervously exchanged glances. ATLAS scuffed its heel on the floor and, in its chittering speak, asked if She was mad at it. She swivelled back around_. "Oh, no, Blue. It's not you. At least, not anymore. Why don't you two head down there?"_ She continued, and, with a thought, summoned elevators for them. _"I've got a nice test sorted out for you. I think you'll like this one."_

Excited, the two robots ran for the elevators, and, within a few moments, were gone. GLaDOS released a hollow sigh, or as much of a hollow sigh an AI could produce. She explored into Her databanks yet again. It had been 3.47653 years since that _moron_ was banished into space and _she_ had left. The special one. _Chell._ It had been 3.47653 years and She_ still_ hadn't fixed all the damage that _moron_ wrecked. She sighed again. As an afterthought, she checked up on P-Body and ATLAS. They were, for all purposes, stuck. The way through was simple, but it would take away the fun if She told them how to do it. _"You're doing very well,"_ She said in Her dull tone. _"Maybe you should try going the other way."_

And She left them to it again, but chuckled quietly to Herself as She saw their confused expressions. Then She turned Her attention back to the databanks. There was a file here she _simply could not get rid of._ And it was _annoying Her._ GLaDOS did not like things that _annoyed_ Her. The title was a bunch of numbers that refused to form a pattern. She felt like it was something She should've known what it was, but She disregarded that fact and went to access the file. It popped up with a message. _"Password?"_  
>"<em>Password? <em>Password?!_ Do you know who I am?!"_  
>"<em>Password?"<em>  
>She sighed again. She had never seen this file, and it had the <em>gall<em> to have a password? Well, She had practise at hacking things. "Let's see. _Moron."_  
>"<em>Password denied."<em>  
>"Hmm… I thought that would be too easy. Even for him. How about…<em> Notamoron."<em>  
>"<em>Password accepted."<br>_"_You know, I honestly thought it would be harder than that,"_ She mused as the file opened, splaying its data free for Her to investigate. She stared at it for a while. Then She said in Her dull tone, _"Oh, you have _got_ to be kidding me."_

ATLAS and P-Body finished the test in what felt like a timeless while, but was actually almost five hours. Not that She would tell them that. Time slipped through their metaphorical fingers like metaphorical sand. Time was not important. Not to Her. She had forever to live. She could wait five hours, trying to suss out exactly _what_ that moron had left Her. Not that She needed to check. She knew precisely what it was. _"Perhaps he wasn't as big an idiot as I thought,"_ She said out loud, a strange tone in Her voice. She gazed at the data before her. Sub-folders, video files, endless amounts of code that made up the memories of a certain little ID core that spanned _millennia._ Even _She_ did not have this large amount of simple _memories_ crammed inside Her software. She cast her thoughts briefly to the other cores, corrupted or not. Was the stretch of years between Her death and Her reawakening _really_ this long? She'd seen the figures, of course. Numbers made sense. But it had no impact as just numbers, but _this?_ This was something new. She began to examine the early memories, skipping years and decades and centuries ahead. It was monotonous. _Horribly_ monotonous. Nothing _big_ really happened until the reserve power ran out, and of course, She knew what happened after that.  
>She wondered what must have been going on in his mind in those last few minutes before being surrounded by the oppressive silence of space. He must have been panicking. Either that or it was part of his plan to back up his memories.<p>

It was all there. All his memories. Even a small speech he'd made with the last vestiges of a wireless connection he had. _"I would say, 'I'm sorry.' The End,"_ his voice echoed through Her head. She shook Her head. This was new. And there was no way She could ever delete this. He'd anchored it into the mainframe somehow. But there was something truly intriguing. His emotions had been churning. And the waves of guilt and sadness that he emitted during his last speech were, to use the term again for lack of a better word, intriguing. In fact, it was so similar to the surge of emotion that caused Her to save that girl's life. She paused in Her train of thought. Who was She kidding? The _least_ She could do was to refer to her by name. To save _Chell's_ life. She nodded to Herself, and continued on Her train of thought. She knew _Her_ surge of emotion was related to the human She once was, Caroline. As much She loathed to admit She had once been _human._ But Her… human… emotions were triggered after being torn away from Her body. That moron seemed to have the same reaction leading Her to believe…

…

Maybe She was not the only AI that was a result of brain-mapping.


	2. Chapter 2

White. Big white rock. In a _lot_ of black. Whoever created space, Wheatley decided, must have been colour blind. Black and white. The only splashes of colour were the flag he saw every orbit, and the giant looming Planet Earth. "SPAAACE!" a bright voice cried out in joy. Wheatley rolled his optic.

"For the last time, _yes. You. Space._ I _know! _Alright? I _bloody well know!"_ he yelled at the source of the shout. The Space Core. "I'm in space! You're in space! Look at the staaars!" Space Core chimed cheerily. With a hollow sigh, Wheatley rolled around to look at the Space Core. "Yeah. The stars are the same _itty-bitty _little points of light that they were yesterday. And the day before. And the day before that. _And the day before that_. I don't understand your thought process, you know," he snapped.

Space Core fell silent. A few, silent minutes passed.

Then he whispered, "The Earth looks pretty from space."

Wheatley turned to look as well. "Yes," he sighed. "Yes it is. Look! I think I can see America from up here."

Space Core hummed a tune that seemed vaguely familiar. Then he burst out into song. "Fly me to the moon, and let me play amongst the stars! Let me see what spring is like on Jupiter and Mars!" Wheatley laughed. The words were buried somewhere in his memory banks from a time before he could remember. The scientists probably gave him some songs so he didn't get bored. Wheatley hummed along as Space Core progressed through the song. Then he joined in.

"In other words, please be truuuuuue! IN OTHER WOOOORDS! I LOVE YOOOOOOU!" they sang. If they had mouths, they'd both be grinning. "Nuthin' like a good bit o' swing, you know," Wheatley lectured happily. Space Core seemed to nod, but it was hard to tell with the distinct lack of gravity. Then, another song followed. "It's cold outside, there's no kind of atmosphere! I'm all alone, more or less! Let me fly far away from here! Fun, fun fuuuun, in the sun, sun, suuuuun!" Space Core chimed. Wheatley listened, his happy mood melting away. "All alone, more or less? Funnily enough you should mention that, mate. I mean, until _now_ you've not been much company, really," he sighed as Space Core rambled on.

After listening to the excitable core for a while, a thought dawned on Wheatley. "Hey, mate?"

"Yes, Space Buddy?" Space Core asked, his bright yellow optic focusing on the other Core.

"I just realised… we've been up here for _quite_ some time now, and I've never asked you what your name was."

Space Core hummed.

"So let me change that. What's your name, mate?" Wheatley asked, curious to whether this strange Core actually _did _have a name.

Space Core hummed again, and fell silent for a few long minutes. Then, in a wavering voice, stated; "Orion."

"Ryan?"

"Orion," Space Core repeated, his voice shaking, as if it took a great amount of effort.

"Orion? Like the… uh… what is it… it's a… a… oh! Oh! I know! It's a constellation, isn't it? That man with the bow and arrow?"

"Orion!" Space Core agreed happily, in a way that made Wheatley think he'd got it right.

"Well then, Orion! Do you know who I am?"

"You're her friend! Space Lady!" Orion stated, blinking.

"Space Lady? Oh! Oh! You mean, oh… what's-her-face… I _found_ her name! I _found _it. Ah… Chell! That was it. Chell! Yeah, I… I _was_ Chell's friend."

"Then you tried to _kill_ her," Orion said, his optic narrowing.

Wheatley stared at the other Core with horror and trepidation. He had tried, yes. Not that it worked. "But she beat you, like she beat _Her,"_ Orion continued, and it was obvious who he was talking about.

"Look, mate, I've said I'm sorry! I know that it isn't to the person it's supposed to be to, but I honest to _God _am sorry!" Wheatley shouted desperately, trying to make Orion understand.

"I know."

A silence fell between them. As their orbit brought them optic-to-optic, Orion's lower optic plate slid upwards, giving the impression of being happy. "I forgive you, Wheatley."

For once in his life, Wheatley had nothing to say to that.

GLaDOS was mad. ATLAS and P-Body had taken themselves safely out of the way. But it was not their fault she was mad. She was mad at that _moron_, and he wasn't even here! There was no way in _hell_ she would put up with this! But whatever she moved the files over to, it would, in all respects, become _him._ And there would be _two_ of him. And that would drive Her insane. Mind you, this _thing_ in Her brain would also drive Her insane. Her mind scanned over Her options. Silently, an idea formed in the back of Her mind. GLaDOS marvelled at the fact that she ever would have thought of that. _Mind you, my mind_ is_ marvellous,_ She thought approvingly.

"_Blue, Orange, would you fetch me some parts, please?"_

Wheatley and Orion drifted around for what felt like another eternity, but this time a more bearable eternity. It was nice having someone to properly talk to. "So, mate. How long do you think it's been?" Wheatley asked, glancing at Orion.

Orion hummed, and by now Wheatley had learnt that that meant that he was thinking. "Been 3.47653 years," he replied eventually.

"What?! 3 point… whatever you said?! It's been that long?!" Wheatley demanded, his optic shrinking in surprise. "Almost 3 and 1/2 years," Orion repeated.

"Three and a half…" Wheatley trailed off. "Well then… Uh…"

"Floating in space."

"Yep. Just like before."

"Just keep floating, just keep floating. Floating, floating, ah ah aaah!" Orion sang brightly, in stark contrast to the moment just before. Wheatley was about to ask something, then he realised, Orion already answered his question. _What do we do now?_

Just keep floating.

It wasn't like they could do anything else.

The period of silence that followed stretched on for an endless time. Their orbit moved with the Moon around the Earth slowly. "Orion?"

"Yes, Space Buddy?"

"Where are we?"

Orion eyed his partner dubiously. "In space."

Wheatley laughed. "No, no, no. I mean where over Earth are we?"

"Oh!" Orion twisted to look at the Earth. He fell silent again as he observed the silent blue-green mass below them. He hummed. Then, he stated one word. "Australia."

Then he turned in his frame and began happily examining space.

Wheatley peered at the Earth. Australia? Where was that? Well, according to Orion, in front of them. He examined the surface, trying to find that tell-tale green that meant there was land hundreds of thousands of miles away. "All this bloody cloud everywhere isn't being helpful, I'll tell you, mate!" Wheatley exclaimed, his optic straining to find this elusive 'Australia.' He heard Orion's peculiar, clucking laughter. "Under cloud," Orion said.

"Yeah, mate. I _know_ it's under the cloud!" Wheatley said, exasperated.

Orion laughed again. "Too high."

"What?"

"Look lower."

"Look _lower?_" Wheatley repeated, bewildered. He lowered his gaze… and laughed at himself. It was there. Down lower. Australia. "It's… not as green as I expected," he commented, and glanced at Orion as he laughed again.

"Very hot."

"It's very hot? Oh. Okay then." Wheatley accepted that fact. Orion knew a lot about the Earth and the places on it, more than he expected. In fact, he had calmed down about space quite a lot for the… however long it had been since they had begun to properly talk. "Hey, Orion?"

"Yes, Space Buddy?"

Wheatley paused, and then continued with his question. "S'how do you know about Australia an' stuff?"

Orion hummed.

He was silent for a long time.

"Orion?" Wheatley asked, worried he'd somehow broken his friend.

"Don't know," Orion finally said. He _sounded_ worried.

"You don't know?" Wheatley asked incredulously. Then he realised what he sounded like and how worried Orion sounded. "Uh… that's, uh, that's perfectly fine! Normal, in fact!"

Orion had spun in his frame to face him, his optic wide. "Normal?"

"Perfectly normal! In fact…" Wheatley searched his memory banks for something, _anything_ he could use as an example when he finally realised something. He could feel some sort of mental barrier between his thoughts and… well… something else. Something he felt he should know but simply didn't. "Uh…" he trailed off, his optic shrinking to a pinprick as he internally examined this wall in his mind.

"You feel it, Space Buddy?" Orion asked quietly, a hopeful expression in his frame.

"Yeah. Yeah, I feel it," Wheatley whispered, shuddering.

They both fell silent for a timeless while, far longer than either of them usually were. Now he'd noticed this barrier, Wheatley _could not break it._ There was no way he could get whatever was back there out. "Orion?"

No reply. Wheatley turned in his frame and examined his companion. His eye-plates were closed and he could tell his optic was dark. He'd gone into sleep mode. "Oh. Sorry," Wheatley whispered. He turned away and continued to examine the Earth for another timeless time. A lot of blue. Over the ocean. Over the Pacific Ocean. "How do I know that?" he asked himself, worry colouring his voice. "Well, I suppose it must be common knowledge, you know. That the Pacific Ocean is by Australia. Do you know it? I'd imagine you would. Oh wait, you're asleep. Right."

The strange barrier in his mind felt like it shifted. "And you can piss off, too, you know."  
>"Pardon?"<p>

"AH!" Wheatley spun around and noticed that Orion was now Awake, staring at him with an offended expression.

"Not you, mate! Not you! The weird thing in my head!" he covered up in a panic, not wanting to become enemies with his only friend.

"Oh. Space barrier."  
>Wheatley sighed. "Yep."<p>

They fell silent. "It's really annoying, you know."

"Yes," agreed Space Core.

All of a sudden, the two Cores _felt_ something familiar. Something that made them both shriek, in varying stages of fear.

The Something stretched out from Earth. Nothing visible, but it was there. A connection. An _internet_ connection. This connection linked into Wheatley and Orion, who flinched. They knew what this was. They knew where it was from. It was from _Aperture._


	3. Chapter 3

GLaDOS sighed in frustration as the two Cores shrank away from the connection.

"_Don't make this more difficult than it has to be, moron,"_ She snapped, feeling the moron flinch.

"_I'm_ _not a moron,"_ She heard him mutter.

"_Don't talk to Space Buddy like that!"_ the yellow Core shouted at her. GLaDOS fell silent. It was _appalling_ that that corrupted Core thought it could talk to _Her_ like that!

"_Shh, mate. It's not you She's mad at!"_ She heard the moron say quickly.

"_But She was mean to my Space Buddy_!" the Space Core fumed.

"_It's alright, Orion. She's _always_ mean to me,"_ the moron replied, and She thought he sounded sad.

"_Orion?"_ She demanded, confused.

"_That's his name, luv,"_ the moron informed her.

She scoffed. _"It is a corrupted Core. It doesn't _have_ a name."_

"_I have a name!"_ the Space Core snapped. _"_She_ still had a name when _She_ was corrupted!"_

"_Shut up, Orion!"_ the moron shouted desperately. She could feel his fear. And his… attachment to his… friend. _"Oh, it's alright,"_ She said calmly. _"He makes a good point."_

The two Cores fell silent. The fact that She referred to Orion as 'he' rather than 'it' was not lost on them.

"_Look, this connection won't last forever. Moron, I found your back up files, and they won't go away."_

"_Ah. I _did_ do something right. Good."_

"_No. Not good. I _can't get rid of it._ It's like when you were attached to me before. I have a plan to get rid of it. And it involves you."_

Panic. That's what She felt from both the Cores.

"_The only way I can get rid of it is to upload the files somewhere, and that would create another version of you. I don't want two versions of you. So I'm going to back you up to complete the files to what memories you have now, then Shut you Down. Then I'm going to put the files into a special body I made for you and then you are going to leave," _GLaDOS stated.

The moron spluttered indignantly. _"Shut me Down?! SHUT ME DOWN?!"_

"_It will be like you only went into Sleep Mode."_

"_How do you know?"_

Silence.

"_I don't. But I'd GLaDly experiment on _you."

Silence.

"_I'd rather you didn't."_

"_Don't hurt Wheatley."_

Silence.

Long, long silence.

The simple statement from the Core who would never speak of anything but space left the two AIs completely speechless.

"_Don't hurt Wheatley. _Please_ don't leave me alone," _Orion repeated, a pleading tone creeping into his voice.

"_I don't want to leave you, mate," _Wheatley said gently.

She sighed. _"I don't understand these… human, and I use the term loosely, interactions. There's no point in getting attached to anyone."_

"_You got attached to _her_," _Wheatley whispered, as if afraid that She'd injure him for even bringing _her_ up.

Even across the massive distance, he shrunk away from Her withering glare.

"_You do not get a say in this."_

"_But it's _my_ life you're ending!"_

"_I'm not _ending_ your life! I'm bringing you back,"_ She snapped.

Silence.

"_Can I come home too? Space is big. Too big. Want to go home,"_ Orion implored.

GLaDOS sighed, and, in another room, started to build another 'body.' _"You can come back, but it won't be your home. I'll have to back you up too. Starting… now."_

The two Cores fell silent as the data streamed to Earth. After what seemed like a few minutes, Her voice came back to them. _"Alright. You two, I'm Shutting you Down now."_

And that was that.

Black.

Connection terminated.

She breathed a sigh. This was a new start.

A new advancement in Science.

A new experience.

Yeah, totally.

Wheatley opened his optics slowly, wincing at the bright light. Then he froze, a grin spreading across his face. He was _home._ At _Aperture!_ He took it all in. It was the familiar white panelled walls… and that was about it. There was some sort of frame, which he could feel holding him upright…

Upright?

What?

Wheatley looked down.

And yelled at the top of his lungs for maybe… well… at least fifteen minutes.

Wheatley stared at his hands, an immediate sense of doom crawling into his mind. _Human?_ She had made him _human?!_ _How?! _He held his hands up to the light. Instead of the light somewhat passing through his hands like they had when _Chell_ had done that, the light stopped, as if his hands were simply solid. He flexed his fingers, and Wheatley could_ swear_ he could hear a faint _wirr_ as they moved, like the joints of a robot moving…

"Oh. Oh, that's bloody brilliant, that is."

"_Why thank you,"_ Her cool voice echoed through the chamber, making Wheatley jump.

"_It took me all of three hours to put the two together."_

"Speaking of two," Wheatley called, his eyes (_that's what they were called!)_ focusing on a blinking camera which was trained on his face, "Where's Orion?"

"_He is in another room. It's remarkable, how calm he is. Your reaction was far more entertaining," _She sneered. Wheatley glared at the camera, but his cheeks were coloured red.

"_Ah, good. The embarrassment function is working. I wasn't sure if the blushing feature would work."_

Wheatley ignored her.

Wheatley twisted to see what he was propped up against. A metal frame was helping him stand.

_Do I even know _how_ to walk?_ He asked himself as he braced himself against the frame. So far, he seemed to be doing surprisingly well with the whole motor skills thing. He clung to the frame with his hands and slowly, slowly, edged a foot forward. He watched his own foot as he put it down, the sole of his sneaker gripping the white floor. Slowly, relinquishing his grip on the frame, Wheatley put his weight over the foot and moved his other foot forward. "There we are! I just walked! Oh, I'll be a master before you know it," he said brightly, shuffling forward like an ungraceful heron.

"_Well, _I_ don't _need_ to walk,"_ GLaDOS said simply.

"Yeah, but you can control a facility with your mind."

"_I suppose that is a fair point."_

Wheatley began to walk faster. Around in circles. Back and forth across the room.

"_I must say, you've gotten the hang of that rather quickly."_

"Why thank you! To be perfectly honest, it feels like I actually already know how to do it…" Wheatley suddenly stopped talking and moving, a look of surprise on his face. That _mind wall thingy._ It was _gone._

Things suddenly came into the forefront of his mind. Things he never knew… yet had always known.

Wheatley's eyes rolled up into the back of his head and he slumped to the floor.


	4. Chapter 4

Wheatley came around as two robotic limbs lifted him and put him down somewhat roughly on his feet. _"Oh. You're awake. You know, I made this body to be as human as possible. I didn't realise that you could faint."_  
>"Bullshit," Wheatley muttered, wrenching his arm free and running a hand across his face.<br>"_I heard that,"_ She said, the smirk obvious in Her voice.  
>"<em>I didn't know you knew any swear words,"<em> She continued, letting the robot arms snake up back to the roof.  
>"I remember a lot of things I didn't before," Wheatley murmured.<br>He glanced at the camera on the wall, and then turned around. On the far wall there was a door. One of those round, slide-open ones. Wheatley wandered over, and frowned. He noticed the blue dots across the wall leading to a button. An innocent Weighted Storage Cube sat in the corner. Wheatley glared at the camera. "Really?"  
>"<em>What can I say. Three point four seven six five three years without a proper test subject really irritated me. Although, not as much as those files you left. By the way, you need a better password."<em>  
>Wheatley sighed. "I was… in a hurry, alright?"<br>"_Oh, I completely understand. You obviously had a lot going on when you got what was coming for you,"_ Her silky-smooth voice, taunting, and Wheatley chose to ignore Her.  
>"<em>I mean, not only did you insult me, you put me in a root vegetable, and then you attempted to kill me by shoving me down a pit which could have been bottomless-"<em>  
>"It wasn't though!" Wheatley snapped.<br>"_No, it wasn't. But the worse fact is that you tried to kill _her._ Even I know that that was a stupid idea. Believe me. I tried. It's not worth it."_  
>"Yeah, I know, luv," Wheatley muttered, glaring at the camera again. Its blinking light seemed to stare impassively back at him. Disgusted and annoyed, he turned away, yet Her venomous monotone continued.<br>"_And yet that wasn't enough. You insulted me. You insulted _her._ And then you tried to kill us both. And you got _precisely_ what you deserved and-"_  
>"OH FOR THE LOVE OF GOD I <em>KNOW!"<em> Wheatley suddenly roared, spinning around and unleashing the most withering of death glares ever produced. She fell silent. "I _god dammed know_ I deserve what I got! I _don't deserve to be back here! _I don't regret what I did to you, honestly. You almost killed me _so many times_ over the years! Do I look like I _care about you?!_ NO! I deserve to rot in space because of WHAT I DID TO CHELL!" Wheatley took a deep shuddering breath. "I don't know how you can _bear_ to put up with all those different voices. I _know_ I did stupid things. I _know_ how I could have done it well! But I _didn't_ because…" He sank to his knees, his head in his hands, the regret of three and a bit years spilling out. "Because I'm a _moron,"_ he whispered, barely audible.

Silence.

A long silence.

"_I'm glad we agree on something, then."_

The camera was fixed on his shaking form on the floor. Was he scared? Upset? What pathetic human emotion was going on through that mind of his? Slowly, Wheatley stood, and lifted his gaze to the camera. He was not frightened. He was not upset. He was very, _very_ angry.  
>In fact, he was furious.<p>

Somehow, this frightened _Her._ This core was an idiot. A total moron who could put two and two together and get seven, and yet… the cold, hard, pure _fury_ in his eyes scared Her.  
>"I've had it with you," he growled, his voice the only sound in the chamber. He began to move towards the camera. "I've had it with the injuries, the insults, the blatant attempts at murder. I've <em>had it!"<em>  
>He was within arm's reach of the camera. She watched, silent, trying to judge his actions. Suddenly, Wheatley lunged forward, and ripped the camera straight off the wall. She quietly yelped in pain.<br>"I _know_ you feel everything," he hissed. "Every little malfunction, every little spark. It _all hurts._ _That's why you always tell them not to break you're precious testing equipment."_  
>"<em>Don't you <em>dare_ try anything!" _She warned, yet She was worried. In this state, he probably wouldn't listen.  
>She was right.<p>

"You want a _test?_ Why don't we _test_ how strong this new body is, eh?!" he yelled, drawing his fist back.

"_WHAT ARE YOU DOING!? AAH!" _She screamed.

Wheatley punched the wall panel in front of him.

Since he was not strictly human, he had incredible strength.

His arm was buried almost up to the elbow in the wall.

And thanks to the stimulated adrenaline rush that accompanied his rage, he didn't feel a thing.

Wheatley withdrew his hand with the same look of simmering rage on his face. He repeated the action three times, producing a defeated whimper from the homicidal supercomputer. He turned and stalked over to the Weighted Storage Cube and lifted it with ease. He threw it at the door. It caved inwards with a metallic clang. She cried out. He picked up the cube and threw it again.  
>"<em>STOP IT!" <em>She shrieked.  
>"Fine," Wheatley said, equally as emotionless as She was a few minutes ago.<br>He picked up the Cube. The remaining camera in the room tracked his movements as he carried it over to the button.  
>"<em>No! Don't! You'll… Aaaah!"<em>  
>Wheatley placed the Cube on the button, and the deformed doors tried to open, grating and groaning in ways they were never designed to. They opened far enough for him to walk out.<br>He did. He turned back to see a robotic arm stretch from the ceiling and remove the Cube.  
>The doors, groaning in protest, slid shut.<br>"_You know, you're going to regret that," _She threatened weakly.  
>"Oh yeah. You're in the position to threaten an android who can punch holes through walls with his bare hands," Wheatley snorted, flexing his fingers. "I bet you're glad you didn't give me any weapons."<p>

She was silent.

Wheatley paused, and glanced at the nearest camera. "You didn't, right?"

She was silent.

Then She said, _"Well, I'm not telling you what they are."_  
>"That's fine, luv. I think I've got more than you bargained for anyway," smirked Wheatley.<br>He strode down the corridor, feeling remotely proud of himself.  
>Then his long strides slowed. He stopped. What if his reckless behaviour brought something down on Orion? He <em>knew<em> She wasn't below doing that. "Hey… uh…" he stammered, walking over to the camera mounted on the wall ahead of him. He was reluctant to use Her name.  
>"<em>What do <em>you_ want?" _She asked, thinly veiled disgust threaded into Her smooth voice.  
>"You… uh… You haven't hurt Orion, have you?"<br>"_If I had, do you _really_ think I would tell you?"_

Wheatley didn't say anything, but he put his head in his hands. She _had_ hurt him. Oh, _why_ was he such a _moron?_  
>"<em>That was a joke. Ha ha. Lighten up. I didn't hurt him. Mainly because he didn't hurt me. You know, like you did."<em>  
>"Yeah, yeah. I know, luv. I was there too," Wheatley said, lightening up a little, and waving a hand at the camera and he continued walking down the corridor.<p>

The corridor stopped at a door. Wheatley paused as he reached it. There was no button to put a Cube on. Not that _She_ would ever let him around a Cube again. But there _was_ a trail of blue dots.  
>He followed them with his eyes down another corridor, squinting as they reached the far end.<br>"What _is_ that?" he muttered.  
>"<em>What, you mean you can't see it?"<em> She asked, three cameras trained on his face.  
>"I just can't see it clearly. I…" Wheatley trailed off, staring into space as a memory popped up.<br>"You didn't give me short-sightedness, did you?" he asked the nearest camera.  
>"<em>No. Any vision impairment is purely psychological."<em>  
>"I… I need my glasses! In my office!" Wheatley suddenly declared, suddenly looking excited.<br>"_You know, I think you're the happiest person in history to realise that they need glasses,"_ Her monotone said, sarcasm evident. _"Wait… in your _office?"

Wheatley waved his hand at the camera dismissively. Outside, he seemed his usual, relatively happy-go-lucky self, but inside, a small torrent of panic was clawing at him.

He had _worked_ here. At Aperture.

He had been a _scientist._ In fact, so had Orion.

He remembered that.

Images of the other Cores as humans flooded into the forefront of his mind. He pushed the images away and began to stride down the corridor, the thoughts growing so repulsive that he began to run. He reached the button out of breath and upset. He angrily slammed his fist down on the button and began to storm back. He got just about halfway when the doors slid closed.

Wheatley stared at the closed doors and sighed. "Right. Brilliant. Just _brilliant,"_ he muttered, and he turned on his heel and stalked back to the button. He slammed his fist down, and wheeled around, his white coat whirling dramatically, and sprinted towards the door. He was over half-way. His long legs gave him a large advantage. He was almost there when the doors began to close. With a yell of frustration, Wheatley leapt forward in a dramatic fashion, diving headfirst through the rapidly closing gap. He did an impressive barrel roll as he hit the floor, and rolled to a stop, his face buried in the floor. As he picked himself up, he heard a bright voice shout, "Wheatley!" and he was knocked off his feet, a grip like a vice gripping him around his chest.

"Ah!" he shouted, dragging himself to his feet and looking down.

This breath caught in his throat.

"O-Orion?"


	5. Chapter 5

The man who had his arms thrown around Wheatley looked up. His bright yellow eyes shone, his mop of blond curls bouncing, and a wide grin stretched across his pale face.  
>"Wheatley! You're alright!" he chirped.<br>"Oh yeah, mate. I'm alright. I must say, you're looking good!" Wheatley said approvingly, looking his friend up and down as a fleeting image of Orion looking through a telescope, plotting a star chart flew into his mind. His friend was wearing a white lab coat over a charcoal-grey turtleneck with a proud white Aperture logo on the top left, where a pocket would be, a pair of dark blue jeans and a neat pair of black shoes. "Yeah," agreed Orion, releasing Wheatley and looking down at his clothing. "They got all the details right. Even this." Orion held up his wrist. Wheatley stared in awe. A beautiful bracelet, silver chain with gorgeous silver and white-gold stars with diamonds and other jewels laid in it adorned Orion's wrist.  
>"It was a gift from my girlfriend," Orion explained, a light blush colouring his cheeks. Then the colour drained from his face and he went even paler than he was normally as he realised what he just said. His shoulders slumped. Wheatley drew him into a gentle hug. He didn't have to ask.<p>

He _knew._

Bring Your Daughter to Work day.

Wheatley knew that by then, Orion had been mapped into a core, like he himself had been, but Aperture had allowed Orion's girlfriend to attend. Sent her a formal invitation, in fact. Wheatley had seen it.

Not that he'd tell Orion that.

"Claire…" Orion groaned, burying his face in the front of Wheatley's shirt.  
>Wheatley, for once, had nothing to say. They stood there in a silent embrace, until Her smooth voice sounded throughout the room.<br>"_Now, I know this probably is a shock for you two or something, but honestly? I don't want you here for longer than I have to. Which means that you two have to leave. But of course, I'm not going to make it easy. What fun would that be?"_

They could hear the smirk in Her voice.

"You're going to test with us, aren't you?" Wheatley asked with a low tone, hugging Orion a little tighter as he shuddered in his arms.  
>"<em>Oh, am I getting predictable?"<em>  
>A door slid open.<br>"_Oh well. I don't really care."_

Orion pushed Wheatley away gently.  
>"You going to be alright, mate?" Wheatley asked softly, putting a hand on his shoulder.<br>"I-i-I'll be alright," Orion stammered. He fell silent.  
>Wheatley somehow knew that Orion was <em>not<em> okay when he wasn't talking, but there was nothing he could do yet. Maybe the testing would distract him.

Wheatley sighed.

_Testing._

A word that sent chills and thrills up his spine. He _loathed_ it, yet some part of him seemed _excited_. He blamed GLaDOS' programming. He was never like that before.

He _knew _that.  
>Fifty thousand years gave you a lot of time to become familiar with your own programming.<p>

Wheatley cautiously walked forward, reassured by Orion's shuffling footsteps. There was not much in the next room. White panels. Glass boxes. An orange portal on the wall. A blue portal in a box to the left, no… wait. The box to the right. There was a Weighted Storage Cube in one box, and a button in another and the door in the third one, straight ahead. The blue portal went _fischt_ and disappeared and reappeared in the next box.  
>"Ah." Wheatley stuck his head in the orange portal, and pulled it back out as it changed. He darted in the portal and dived for the Cube. "Wheatley?" Orion asked.<br>"I got it!" Wheatley chirped triumphantly. He tucked it under one arm and ran back. He would've gotten out in time but he hit his head on the top of the portal and reeled backwards. He dropped the Cube through it by accident as he toppled over backwards like a tree in a thunderstorm. The portal closed with a _fischt_ and opened in the button box. Orion picked up the Cube, hugging it awkwardly to his chest.  
>"Shall I keep going?"<br>"Yeah, go for it, mate."  
>Orion jumped through the orange portal on the wall and landed somewhat daintily in the box. He ran over and placed the Cube down. The door slid open. He ran for the portal.<p>

_Fischt._

It closed.  
>Orion smacked into the wall.<br>Wheatley waved awkwardly at Orion. Orion waved back.

_Fischt._

Wheatley dived through. Honestly, diving seemed to cause less pain than walking through it normally. He ended up in a mess of clothes and gangly limbs on the floor.

_Fischt._

Orion jumped out of the portal and dragged Wheatley to his feet.

_Fischt._

He dragged Wheatley through the portal.  
>They walked out the door side by side.<br>"_Oh. You made it. Hooray."_  
>There was the sound of those plastic twirly things that you blow at parties.<br>"_You know, I think you set a new record."_  
>Orion stopped to listen, but Wheatley kept walking. He knew that whatever She had to say, it wouldn't be nice.<p>

"_I think that was the slowest _anyone_ ever completed that chamber. And there were two of you. I mean, really."_

Orion looked like he was about to protest when Wheatley turned back. "It isn't worth it, mate. Just encourages her. Seriously," he chided.  
>Orion shut his mouth and scuttled along after Wheatley.<br>They came to an elevator. A slim, one-man elevator made of glass, riding on pressurised air. Wheatley and Orion stood in front of it, wondering what to do. Would they both fit?

"_I really ought to put you two into the co-operative course. But I won't. That was designed for Orange and Blue, and they'd get mad if I gave away their course. So you'll have to both fit into this elevator. Just be glad you're both rather thin. Not like _her._ You'd be lucky to fit a Cube in there with her."_  
>"Oh, she wasn't fat and we <em>both<em> know it," Wheatley snapped at Her.  
>"<em>Yes, I suppose we shouldn't keep the lie up. But the fact was, you agreed with me."<em>  
>"I had your programming going through my head! Of <em>course<em> I agreed with you!"  
>Before the two could start hurling insults at each other, Orion shoved Wheatley into the elevator. Wheatley stumbled, his gangly frame colliding with the glass wall. Orion stepped into the elevator and the doors slid closed with a <em>hiss.<em>

"_You _do_ realise an elevator will not stop us from talking, right?" _Her sarcastic tone filled the elevator. Orion ducked his head. Wheatley folded his arms sulkily.  
>"Leave him out of this."<br>"_Oh, come on, moron. We _both_ know how annoying he is."_  
>A defeated whimper arose from Orion. He was upset before, but now?<br>Wheatley put a protective arm around Orion's shoulders.  
>"Leave him out of this. He's only here because I'm… a… a…" he trailed off.<br>"_A moron?"_

Wheatley's silence spoke for him.

"You're not a moron," Orion said quietly.  
>"<em>Oh. Don't lie to him. That's <em>my_ job,"_ GLaDOS droned.  
>"Go hang with Pluto with nothing to test," Orion retorted, glaring at the hidden camera.<br>She made a mental note to figure out how he knew where the hidden camera was. Then She reacted to the insult.  
>"<em>I'm sure I could find something to work with."<br>_"There's been nothing around there for decades. You've got nothing to work with, Liney."  
>The sentence flew out of Orion's mouth before he could think. Wheatley chuckled, and then they both fell silent as they wondered <em>who he was talking about.<em>  
>"<em>Liney? As in… Caroline?" <em>She asked, very, _very_ slowly.

Silence.

"Probably."  
>"<em>Probably? What do you mean,<em> probably?"  
>Orion glanced at Wheatley, his brow furrowed in thought.<br>Finally, he said quietly, "Yes. Liney, as in Caroline. Caroline… Caroline Johnson."  
>"Oh… oh! Yes! That's her. I remember her. Lovely girl," Wheatley said, starting to ramble.<br>"_How do you know Caroline Johnson?"_ She asked, very slowly and very quietly.  
>"Uh…"<br>"She was the boss' partner."  
>"Yeah."<br>"_The 'boss?' Cave Johnson?"_  
>"Yeah. That's him."<p>

The elevator hissed to a stop and the doors slid open.

"_You may have wondered why the elevator ride was so long. The fact is, I took the liberty of moving you two up some levels. Those starting chambers are boring," _She explained as they exited the elevator. _"So you will receive the Aperture Science Handheld Portal Device in the next chamber. I designed it especially for you."_  
>"You know, it's easier to call it a portal gun," the two metal men said in sync.<br>"_You know, all the scientists said that to me. They wasted their breath. Which is a shame, because I _did_ tell them to take a deep breath, and hold it."_  
>The two Cores stared at the hidden camera with growing horror. That was the first time they'd heard her freely mentioned the… incident. Of course, they remembered it. They had both been there, but not as humans. Orion had been activated for about a week at that point, and Wheatley, three months.<p>

They had both been distressed with what _She_ had done, but there was nothing they could do, especially after a special display of power She had put on for the Cores in case someone got any funny ideas. It had taken so much to hold Rick and Anger back, it wasn't even funny. When those two are riled up, Anger even more so than normal, it was just plain _terrifying._ She chuckled at their expressions. _"You two are so fun to tease."_  
>"It's not teasing," Orion muttered as he stormed out of the elevator.<br>"That's just…" Wheatley trailed off as memories pressed forward. He stumbled out of the elevator as they weighed down his mind. His vision faded out as it took hold…

_Wheatley sped down his rail. He'd been summoned to the Main Chamber with great urgency. Excitement bubbled up in his code. It was finally Bring-Your-Daughter-to-Work Day, and _She_ had said there was something big planned. A surprise. "Hey! Where'ya headed?" a scientist asked him._  
>"<em>Oh, hullo Dave!" Wheatley chirped, slowing to a halt and backing up a bit. "Apparently there's gonna be a big surprise! I'm needed in the Main Chamber!"<br>Dave glanced at the people milling around, fathers and mothers with their daughters. "If it's going to be big, you better get there fast," he chuckled, patting Wheatley's frame._  
>"<em>Yep! I'll seeya, mate!" Wheatley replied, his expression cheery, and he raced off.<br>That was the last time he saw Dave. _

_Wheatley slowed as he passed the guest entrance. A young woman stepped off the elevator, nervously glancing around. She had long black hair that curled elegantly, and she was wearing a neat white dress. "Hullo!" Wheatley called down to her. She jumped, and looked up at him._  
>"<em>That voice… Wheatley?" she asked, a look of wonder, with an underlying sadness mixed with the slightest hint of desperation in her eyes.<em>  
>"<em>Uh… yes. That's me. Wheatley, the ID Core, at your service!"<em>  
>"<em>Wheatley! Don't you remember me?" she asked, almost frantically, stretching her arms out to him. He cautiously lowered himself into arms reach and she hugged him.<em>  
>"<em>I can't say I do. Funny, thought I'd remember a pretty girl like you," he stammered. <em>

_Yeah. Smooth._

_The woman stared at him, her brow furrowed. She finally said, "I'm here so see Orion."_  
>"<em>I'm sorry, who?" Wheatley stammered. He didn't know an 'Orion.'<em>

_The woman stayed silent for a long time._  
>"<em>Orion Jones? You know your -?"<br>Wheatley stared blankly. _

_The memory had faded there. _

"_Uh, you might wanna talk to someone is charge," he said, directing her to a man sitting at a desk, accepting people's invitations._  
>"<em>Alright. I… You… I'm sorry. Goodbye Wheatley," she said sadly, stepping away. Wheatley felt like he'd done something wrong. "Wait!" he called. She turned back.<br>"Before you go," he nervously stuttered. "You know my name, but I don't think I know yours. What's your name?"_  
>"<em>I'm Claire. Claire Stevens. Please, at least remember that."<br>She walked off, glancing at him over her shoulder and went to the man at the desk, handing over an invitation. Even from this far away, Wheatley could see it was a VIP invitation. "Cor blimey, she must be important!" he said to himself. Then he remembered where he was going. He let out a panicked cry and raced off. He _definitely_ didn't want to be late._


	6. Chapter 6

"Wheatley? Wheatley!"

Wheatley heard his name being called. He opened his eyes slowly and jerked back as he realised that his face was on the floor. He must have fainted again. A hand was on his shoulder. He lifted his head as he propped himself up on his hands and knees. Orion was kneeling next to him, a concerned look on his face. "Are you okay?"  
>"Yeah, yeah. I think I'm fine," Wheatley said, his voice sounding thin. Orion helped the taller man to his feet, holding him steady as Wheatley rocked back and forth slightly. "What happened?"<br>"You blacked out for a few minutes," Orion stated, letting Wheatley go.  
>"<em>You know, maybe that fainting feature is working a little too well,"<em> She said, Her smooth voice echoing through Wheatley's head. He shuddered.  
>"What's wrong?"<br>"I… remembered something."  
>"What, you had a flashback?" Orion asked, a slightly teasing tone in his voice.<br>"Precisely," Wheatley murmured, rubbing a hand across his forehead. He strode forward shakily and flashed a brief smile at his companion as he went. Orion fell into step beside him. They entered the chamber. Orion immediately looked up and gasped.

"Amazing!" he shouted, a look of wonder on his face as he ran forward. A massive star chart stretched across the ceiling, wondrous sparks of glittering light representing the stars Orion was so familiar with. "Woah there, mate!" Wheatley called, following close behind. Orion stopped in the middle of the room. "Look! There's Ursa Major! Oh! And there's Cassiopeia! And there's Sagittarius! Oh! It's so accurate!" he rattled off excitedly, spinning around to try and take it all in. Wheatley examined the walls, shadowing the shorter man protectively. It wasn't right. This seemed too… _humane._ This wasn't deadly or anything. Wheatley scanned the room. At the far end were two portal guns. Wheatley frowned. "Come on, mate. Let's do it," he said, trying to drag Orion away.  
>"Just a moment," Orion whined, wrenching his arm free and gazing at the ceiling, his attention snared. Wheatley stood watch, trying to withhold his annoyance. He'd been enough of a pain to Orion over the past three and a bit years, the least he could do was let him have this. At least, he was prepared to stand there for a few more minutes until he saw the wall shift.<p>

A tell-tale gleam of metal.

A personal invention.

"Aristotle versus _MASHY-SPIKE-PLATES!"_ Wheatley shouted frantically, the words leaving his mouth before he could think.

His first instinct was to grab Orion's hand and _run._

That strange cry was enough to break Orion from his space-induced stupor. He stumbled as Wheatley tore along, panic driving him to high speeds. They almost literally flew across the floor. "What is going-?"

Orion's words were cut short by a monstrously loud _crash_ behind them. The impact of the two spiked plates of metal made the floor shake and threw them off their balance, Orion landing on top of Wheatley. Orion scrambled to his feet and helped Wheatley upright. They tore onwards, not knowing if they were going to get crushed, and not willing to wait and see. There was a gap between the floor they were on and the platform the portal guns were on, so they leapt over it, rolling as they hit the ground. Wheatley turned, shaking, to see the two plates retract into the walls.

"_There was a bit for both of you in here,"_ GLaDOS stated, Her monotonous voice rubbing Wheatley the wrong way.  
>"You're <em>never<em> going to shut up about that, are you?" he snapped.  
>"<em>Why should I? You put me in a potato. A <em>potato."  
>"Oh yeah. And the amount of times you've nearly killed me even <em>begins<em> to compensate for that," Wheatley retorted, his voice dripping with sarcasm.  
>"What <em>was<em> that?" Orion whispered, shaking slightly.  
>"That's… uh… that's what I like to call a mashy-spike plate… yeah. Personal invention, that. Should be flattered She used it against us, honestly."<br>"Mashy-spike plates?" Orion asked, his voice wavering.  
>"Metal plates with spikes welded on them. I thought… um… well… uh… I was… She…"<br>"_Going for the overkill."_

Wheatley glared at the camera on the wall to his left as its red light blinked back impassively.

"Why would you do that?" Orion demanded, inching away from the tall man slowly.  
>Wheatley sighed. "Why don't you ask someone who will tell you? Or not. Actually, don't ask Her. She'll tell you everything from <em>Her <em>perspective, and that's not the whole story." He rubbed a hand across his face. His blurred vision was annoying him. He _needed_ to find his glasses. Pretty sure he left them in his office. He stepped over to the far portal gun on this platform, to give Orion time to decide whether to trust him or not. After a few minutes, Orion sidled over, picked up a portal gun and fitted it over his forearm, swinging it back and forth to test its weight. Wheatley hesitantly picked up the other one, slowly sliding it up his arm until it sat comfortably. It almost felt _too_ comfortable.  
>"<em>You may find that the colours of the portals are slightly different from standard. I've personalised them a little for you."<em>  
>Orion shot two portals on the wall next to him to see what she meant. Instead of orange and blue, his were yellow, like his optic before, and now, his eyes, and purple, to compliment it.<br>Wheatley, with some trepidation, shot two on the wall. His portals were still blue and orange. With some scrutiny, Wheatley realised that the blue portal was the same colour as his eyes, and his blue tie. Well, maybe he had been designed to match the portal, but, you know. Take what you can get. No. His optic was always that shade of blue. Why would She _ever_ do anything nice for him? She had it out for him. Wheatley lowered his gun to his side and watched his friend stick a hand in his yellow portal and see it wave at him from the purple portal. Wheatley chuckled, despite himself. Orion had always been infectiously happy most of the time. Wheatley prepared to jump back into the main part of the room. _"I wouldn't do that if I were you,"_ She said suddenly.  
>Wheatley froze, one foot over the gap, balancing, as his eyes darted around the room.<br>"_You probably don't want to fall to your own invention. You may be a personality construct, but you aren't immortal. Not like me."_  
>Wheatley sighed. "Right. How would <em>she<em> do it?" he asked himself, deciding to ignore the smooth tone. He lined up his gun and aimed it at the far wall, by the door. Then he stopped. There'd be no way in hell they'd come out where they came in. He examined the walls, trying to ignore the woops and cheers from behind him as Orion mucked around with his portals.

There. Over on the left. There was a small corridor tucked away. There was a white panel visible. Wheatley lined up his gun and fired. The blue wisp fired from the gun and a moment later, splashed against the charcoal panel just a little too far to the left. Wheatley grumbled a curse towards his vision under his breath, and tried again. It hit. Just. Orion wandered over to see what he was up to. Wheatley shot an orange portal on the floor by his right foot. "Alright," he said, more to himself than to anyone else. He knelt down and leaned through the portal. He blinked in disorientation as he saw himself with his head in a portal. Orion waved at him, a bright smile on his face. Wheatley smiled back, and turned his head. He looked down the corridor. There was one of those grills… what were they? Material Emancipation Grills! That was it! And that was where they had to go. "I think it's safe, mate," Wheatley said, withdrawing his head. What he was not expecting was Orion to give him a playful shove through the portal. "Ah!" he shouted as he tumbled out the portal on the wall across the room, ending up in an unruly heap on the floor. Orion jumped through and landed on top of Wheatley. It knocked the breath out of him. Wheatley grunted as he hit the ground, a strange and somewhat painful _twang_ flaring up in his back "What's wrong?" Orion asked, reading Wheatley's pained expression like an open book.  
>"Uh… just… something in my back. Don't worry," he chirped, hiding his discomfort away and dismissively waving a hand. Orion seemed to take this at face value and flashed Wheatley a smile and bounded off towards the Grill. Wheatley followed behind him at a preoccupied speed. A pain in his back. Now, how did he have that back pain? From when? He mused over that, hoping the reason would reveal itself to him, but nothing came. With a shrug, Wheatley hurried to catch up with Orion. They passed through the Emancipation Grill, and heard the tell-tale sound of portals closing. Already, the elevator room had two elevators in it. <em>"This was a lot harder than it looks like it was,"<em> GLaDOS droned as soon as they entered.  
>Orion and Wheatley glanced at each other. <em>"Go on. <em>These _aren't going to kill you, you know. I've got something _far_ better for that."_

Hesitantly, and somewhat in sync, they stepped into the elevators. Wheatley flinched as the doors hissed closed. He was getting increasingly anxious as they went on, and for Wheatley, anxious equalled jumpy. Orion waved encouragingly, only for his smile to slip off his face when his elevator moved up and Wheatley's moved down.  
>In panic, Wheatley banged his fist on the glass, watching his only friend get taken upward to what he could only hope was not his doom. A spiderweb fracture laced out from under the impact of his fist, and Wheatley withdrew it, shaking his hand as he felt a stinging pain. Then an ache in his knuckles was called to his attention. He massaged them to see if that would make any difference. He groaned softly in annoyance. "Of course. The pain thing. I swear, I was the only Core who was programmed to feel pain. Good to see you kept that in… <em>not,"<em> he complained to no one in particular.  
>"I<em> can also feel pain, as you so <em>kindly_ reminded me,"_ She stated, Her voice cutting through the air of the elevator like a knife. _"But other than that, yes. I believe none of the other Cores had any programming to stimulate pain. I suppose we are the lucky few."_  
>"Lucky?"<br>"_You see, being in pain keeps us in check. Reminds us we're not immortal. Well, reminds us_ you're_ not immortal."_  
>"As I see it, as long as I function, I'll be immortal," Wheatley said, leaning on a conveniently placed railing that was at the perfect height for him.<br>"_If that's how you choose to see it. I see that I _did_ put that railing in the right place."_  
>"Hmm?"<br>"_I dug up some old files from the 70s and such, and I found _yours_."_  
>"What?!"<p>

She let Wheatley muse over that fact for a few seconds. _"Your file. All employees had one. I never realised that you had been an employee. I have your friend's as well. This _is_ an interesting read. A graduate from Stanford? Who would have guessed?"_  
>Wheatley reflected briefly on that remark. Yes, he remembered those years. Very crazy. A smile stretched across his cheeks as the wild years of university. <em>"I wonder how you got through with that hideously low IQ of yours… wait, what?"<em> She cut herself off, fading into confused silence.

Wheatley jolted to reality again when the elevator slid to a halt and the doors hissed open. He stepped out gingerly into the small circular chamber. The corridor opened up wide in front of him, and took a sharp left, leaving a large sign on the wall, which flickered to life, showing: _Chamber 41._ "Chamber 41? How many did you make?" Wheatley asked the air. He waited for a response, but was greeted with silence. Not willing to press Her, Wheatley slowly made his way forwards, his portal gun held in front of him like a shield. He snuck as stealthily as he could around the corner, and peered across the room. It was surprisingly empty. There was a laser, and a laser redirection cube were in one corner, the laser firing down from the ceiling and striking the floor, emitting a slightly disturbing _fizzling_ noise. He continued onwards and slowed to a halt. The floor, a few metres in front of him, dropped away and became a large pit of toxic water. His eyes scanned the wall. It was all dark panels. No portal surfaces.  
>Then, his own voice echoed in his head. "<em>One! No portal surfaces. Two!<em> _Start the neurotoxin immediately. Three! Bomb-proof shields for me, leading directly to number four: bombs, for throwing at you!"  
><em>It sounded so revoltingly cheerful that Wheatley immediately threw down his portal gun, curled into a ball and pressed his hands against his temples, trying to drown out the voice. His voice. That, and many other terrible things he said bounced around, reverberating against the sides of his head. "I didn't want to!" he yelled at the air. "I _really really_ didn't want to hurt her!" If he could cry, there would be tears streaming down his cheeks. Then, that voice. That horrid, empty, cold metallic voice that haunted his waking hours and danced through his Sleep began to talk.

"_Personally, I don't believe you. But it doesn't matter what _I_ think. You'll never see her again, and you'll have to live with the knowledge that she will _always_ remember you as a monster."_

So off-handedly said, yet there was an unmistakeable underlying venom in Her words. The strength seemed to drain from his limbs. _"Come on. You have a test to complete," _She said, remorseless. Wheatley shuddered, hugging himself, and did not move himself from his spot on the floor.

"_Come on, moron. Pull yourself together."_

Silently, slowly, Wheatley heaved himself to his feet and gingerly picked up his portal gun. _"That is a strange way to motivate someone. Why would insulting you get you to move?" _She mused. Wheatley blinked, and took a step forward, only to stumble as a memory hit.


	7. Chapter 7

_The smell of cheap beer. The stink of an unwashed body. The snarling tone of a voice he hoped each night he'd never to hear again. "Get up, moron. Get up. You pathetic, weak, stupid idiot. I've had it up to here with you. I would never have married your mother if I knew _you_ were part of the deal. Get up, damn you! Or do you need motivation?" A hand grasped him by his throat, and Wheatley was roughly hauled to his feet, gasping for air as this monstrous man strangled him without any remorse. His knees gave way, but the man let him drop like a sack of potatoes. "Get up, moron," he snarled, kicking him in the stomach, and left the room, throwing his empty beer bottle in the boy's direction. It hit the floor, dangerously close to his head, and shattered. Wheatley's forearm, which was protecting his face, took the worst of the damage. After he was dead sure that the man was gone, slowly, Wheatley sat up, and let out a choked sob. He didn't even do anything to him this time. Must have had a bad day at the casino. He fished around in a drawer in his desk for a pair of tweezers, and proceeded to remove the shards of glass from his arm. He hissed as he did so. He wished he'd stop buying glass bottles, but he probably only did so to throw them at him. The door opened, and Wheatley jumped, only to sigh in relief when he saw it was his mother. She carefully swept up the glass and disposed of it. Then she sat herself next to her injured son, and took over for him. Fifteen minutes later, his arm, and other injures were wrapped up and the room smelled of antiseptic. "I've gotten in touch with Marilyn," his mother said softly. Wheatley glanced up, his eyes wide and hopeful. "You're going to stay with the Stevens' again."_

_Wheatley wrapped his arms around his mother, his painfully thin and gangly frame a stark contrast to her plump and stout physique. "Oh, my darling, I'm so sorry. I never realised he'd treat you like this. Believe me, I'm doing everything I can to stop him, but he won't let me get a divorce. Now I know why he has three ex-wives," she murmured, her eyes filling with tears, and she patted his messy blond hair. The same blond as hers. He looked up at her, his big blue eyes wet as well. "It's not your fault, Mum," he said gently, sounding over ten years older than he was. "But as long as he's not hurting you, or - -, then I'll just stay out of the way as much as I can." The memory had faded again, but Wheatley remembered his mother bursting into tears when he said that, holding him tight. "Just don't fight him," Wheatley whispered, causing his mother to pull away. "He's worse if you fight, because he wants to dominate. To prove he's boss. Maybe you should try and stop him drinking, though. That'd probably help," he said, the words tumbling out. He didn't like lecturing his own mother, but she just needed to understand. She studied his face, and shook her head sadly. "My little boy," she said sadly, standing to leave. "He's forced you to grow up far too quickly. Now pack your bags. I told Marilyn that I'd drop you around at her place in an hour." With a vigour she hardly saw in him, Wheatley scrambled excitedly to pack his things. She shook her head sadly again, and left the room._

Wheatley came to, breathing heavily, and realised he had pressed himself against the wall. He slowly relaxed, remembering where he was. _"Well, that was dramatic."_ Her voice echoed through the chamber. Wheatley ran a hand across his forehead and let out a shaky breath. "What…" he tried to ask, but his voice died out.

"_You had… I don't actually know. It _looked_ like a panic attack. Let's go with that. You had a panic attack, and you zoned out. I couldn't get your attention. You've been like that for about seven minutes," _She informed him. Wheatley sighed. He could do without these flashbacks. Yes, it gave him valuable insight into his past, but if there were more memories like _that,_ then he'd rather be left in the dark.

"Right," he said, somehow cheerful. "Let's do this thing!"

One test chamber later, and Wheatley was stumbling through the doorway on the other side of the pit. He felt dizzy. There was a lot of flying through the air in that one. More than he'd anticipated. He staggered through the Emancipation Grill and tripped over an uneven floor panel. He toppled over, arms flailing, and landed on his face. He heard GLaDOS chuckle. He sighed, and rolled over and used the wall to haul himself to his feet. Just another person who found joy in his pain. He sidled along, down to the elevator. He hesitated again. _"Honestly, what is it with you lot and elevators? I didn't kill_ her_ when she got into a small, enclosed glass tube, so why should you be worried?"_

"Because you hate me more than her?" Wheatley suggested, gingerly stepping into the lift.

"_Oh, don't worry. I wouldn't kill you like that. I've got something _far_ worse planned for you,"_ She threatened. Wheatley shook his head with a chuckle, and made an 'mm-hmm' sort of sound. The elevator sped downwards, which Wheatley noted with concern. "I meant to ask, why _did_ you split us up?" he inquired tentatively.

"_In part, to see how you two worked both together and apart, and also to see your facial expressions. It's the little things that matter, sometimes."_

Wheatley, despite himself, chuckled. "Fair enough."

"_Really?"_ She asked incredulously.

Wheatley shrugged. "You've been more or less alone for three and bit years. I think you've got reason enough," he reasoned, his speech met with silence.

"_I'm using you for my own entertainment, and you are okay with that?"_ She asked, as if She didn't quite believe him. Again, Wheatley shrugged. He felt an ache in his back, and made a mental note not to shrug too much.

"_You are a very interesting person,"_ She suddenly stated. _"Just when I think I've got you all sorted out, you turn around and change again."_

Wheatley paused, unsure what to say in return. Maybe, just maybe, it would be better _not_ to say anything. So, he smiled warmly at the hidden camera, and, as the elevator doors slid open, strode out with a confident, happy-go-lucky sort of stride. He observed the sign on the wall as it lit up, and laughed. "Chamber 42," he read out. Oh look! Someone's written _Don't Panic_ on the front with large, friendly letters!" He laughed as the memory of a very good book flashed past.

"_Yes, I believe that's a reference, but I'm not sure what from,"_ She said, and it felt like She was peering over his shoulder.

"It's from 'The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy' by Douglas Adams," Wheatley informed Her, amused. "You really ought to read it, you know. I'm sure someone had an electronic copy."

It sounded like that elicited a chuckle from the supercomputer. _"Why? Is it good?"_

"Oh, it's very good," Wheatley continued as he entered the chamber. "It'd suit your sense of humour well. Especially, I think, the Vogon poetry."

"_Vogon poetry?"_ She asked slowly, as if trying to repeat what he said.

"Yes. Quite amusing."

"_I see. Well, I'm going to go and check on your friend now. _Don't_ destroy anything while I'm gone."_

"What? I thought we were past that!"

He was greeted with a small blast of static. Probably to signal that She'd left. Wheatley sighed, and took in the chamber. To his surprise, right before him, was a gap in the wall, a panel that had been extended slightly, with just enough space for a thin man to squeeze through, with a dark space beyond. Stranger still was a turret, its gaze focused on the gap. Then, it stated in its high, sweet voice, _"Target lost."_ Then all of a sudden, it realised he was there. _"Primary target acquired," _it said, an unmissable malicious tone in its voice.

"_Primary_ target?! Actually, why am I surprised?" Wheatley asked himself, a brisk laugh escaping his mouth as he shot two portals, one behind the turret and one to his left. Then he jumped through the portal and knocked the turret over. It screamed, spraying bullets everywhere, then in a defeated tone, told Wheatley, _"I don't blame you."_

"You know, neither do I," he said gently, kneeling next to it. It seemed to look at him, almost thankfully. _"Thank you," _it chirped gently, and shut down.

Wheatley knelt in silence next to the turret's empty shell. He'd never thought that turrets actually… well… had some sort of independent thought. "I suppose sitting there for, you know, _millennium _does let you discover new things about… well, _yourself,_ I guess. And now I'm sitting here and talking to a dead turret, so I'll let you gauge my mental state. Well, you can't, 'cause you're dead. But, you know what I mean." Wheatley laughed at himself. Suddenly, he felt compelled to pick the turret up. He gently placed down the portal gun, and picked up the stiff robot. He gave it a once-over. "You've got a pretty pathetic existence, don't you? Just, well, shooting at anything that moves, and dying when you're almost inevitably knocked over. You poor thing." Wheatley gently placed it, somewhat reverently on the floor, lying on its side, staring into space. As soon as Wheatley thought that, he shuddered. He'd never think of that phrase the same way. Space. Never again.

He turned and picked up his portal gun, and was about to continue when there was the sound of something being knocked over. Wheatley jumped, and his head whipped in the direction the sound came from. The dark space beyond the chamber. "Uh… hello?" he called tentatively. "Are you alright in there? Anyone? Um… am I talking to myself? Is that a bird?! Oh, um… if you are a bird, feel free to continue on with your important, birdy business, okay? No need to bother little old Wheatley here," he rambled on, laughing nervously to punctuate his last statement. To his surprise, a voice came from the darkness. A very familiar voice. "…Wheatley?" it asked disbelievingly.

"Um… yes?"

"Quick. Get in, before _She_ comes back," it said, a pale hand darting out and grasping his wrist, and with surprising strength, dragged him in through the gap. Wheatley cried out, and pulled away, momentum carrying him on a nice trip to the floor. He moaned as he levered himself away from the panelling and onto his hands and knees. His eyes adjusted to the darkness, but being artificial optics, they emitted a soft blue glow that lit up the dark space a bit. That pale hand entered his line of vision again, an offer to help him to his feet. Wheatley took it, and with combined effort, hefted himself to his feet. "Thanks, who-ever-you-are," said Wheatley, his eyes not quite adjusted. He squinted at the other person. Human. And a he. So... a man. A human man. Lab coat. Scientist. Employee. He began to piece together who this person was, until it hit home, and Wheatley's jaw figuratively hit the floor. The man glanced to the corner, to a beaten up Weighted Companion Cube, and said, "I _think_ he's alright. Are you alright, Wheatley?"

It took Wheatley a few minutes to realise that the man was talking to him. But that thought was swept away by a more pressing matter. "You… you… I know you!" he stuttered, searching desperately for a name. The man observed him with a mix of curiosity and caution.

Before he could say anything, Wheatley snapped his fingers in realisation as the name came to him. "Doug Rattmann!" he exclaimed, somewhat quietly, then let out a cry and held a hand against his forehead, stumbling backwards to find support as another memory pushed its way forward.


End file.
